

mcujorn eonvsnionco, ths 

Qetanrlcl tlio anonymous asphalt 
deserts ofTamrto (an imprcri/cmanl, 
at least visually, ovor tite iiovel's 
English landscapo), tho movie tracks 
Jgimes Bollard (JAinos Spader) as. 
ha axperlcncos a devastaUn 9 acci¬ 
dent and. upon recovering, plunges 
tnfo a joylessly seKuei axpIoraSon of 
his experience and oF car wrecks 

!n gcftCrdi. 

Alresdy engaged In a perverse, 
vayaurradc marriage to a deviant 
eenauallst {Peborah Kara Unger) 
who Is addicted to Jeopardy and 
automotive power, Qpllard ouon 
males Iiis post-lraumailc pathology 
to lltal oP Helen (Holly Hunter}, whose 
car he had hit, kKIIno htieband. 
Soon aR three discover a subterran¬ 
ean subculture of car*wrcck fetish- 
Tats led by N^ughn (Eitos Kotcas), a 
scarred pansexua) psycho who reen- 
. ecte famous car crashes as perfor- 
manec <srL )n seeno after scans, fhs 
film's chameters confront their nsar- 
death ehcoonters with the mdchind 

age as sexuat thrill, a principle taken 
SO far that ths very sight of a colli¬ 
sion or v/ound Is causs for mastcir* 
bafion. The fllm^ clincher is the 
posKDodernrutbctw'een Ballard and 
Gzbrieire (Rosanna Ar<)uatte). a 
b.’occ'supportcd wrack victim v/tioa^ 
monstrous, vaginal leg scnrbecomcs, 
for Ballard. Utc ultimate sexual orifico. 

Cresh couldn't hava been^n easy 

film to make. The cast Is uniformly 


superb (Unger Is po^tlvely 
sc^rs'r snd Hunter uses her 
'utamacal pluck to ^sturb'ing 

I advantas^l'Vriihthaaxception 

cF Kotees, whoso post-Oe Niro 
posturings Uir n Uie menacing 
Vaughn into a nutcase with 
the mannerisms of o h<P New 
York bartender. Tho movie has 
B shucdecy, abandoned Foal; 
every scsnslsachilly chop shop of 
unorthodox angles, rnternal chaos, 
and endloss blacKlopi Cronenborg 
has bccomo one of the nmst for¬ 
mally disciplined fi1tninaker$ alive, 
and Cr<k5Ji has the sublimity of frac¬ 
tal geometTY'-'yQu con soo live 
entimtilm In Its smallest details. 

'’All these cars are gathering for a 
reasoji I don’t Uhder.4tend.'' Ballard 
soya at one point, looking over iho 
highway, and Ibe line nails down 
Cr^isfi's conirai sense of mystery. 
The electric ralattonship between an 
Individual and tho inechanued tmuma 
he or slio experiences Is, in bis end, 
confounding, utterly empty, and yet 
unjbngettabla (iSra bean la a accl- 
denis rnysalF, and oaii lastify that 
dlls mcvie cap awaken your latent 

cmsli memorfes.) 

Cr&ch Is, at the very least, a wicked 
comiriBfit on our strarige rojnanco 
with the oar and the road—^rriflciaJ 
9(10005 we've made bs serve us and 
that novr control us, it’s also a new, 
arid signrifcantfy more eophlsttcaterl, 
chapior In Cronenberg's c«Hroer pro¬ 
ject about the rcslisplng and/br cor* 
niptlon of the human body Uirough 
tachnclogy. But Cronenberg never 
slops ihsre; just ao he knew to niake 
Wawef Lunch a dfoll, triumphant 
emack comedy, ho saw through 
Crssti's ferocious soxual armor and 
found its wrolched sadness. By the 

end, the question ‘'Are you liurtY" 
has tiio ache cfa broken bene. & 
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